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One 


Author's Notes: 
Not sure why l'm writing this author's note, but | guess | should say that reviews would be appreciated since | 
just submitted something to an agent and | was told it kind of sucked, but told that in a professional way, so if 


this kind of sucks please let me know, since | think | might not know what l'm doing anymore. 


1995 
"Axl! Do you want to come with me!" 


| was in my bedroom, the soft breeze making the curtains billow in and out. It was a weird time for me. 
Everyone was gone, Slash, Izzy, Erin, Duff. Stephanie. The band Guns N' Roses was gone, the thing | had built 
and worked for and tried for and longed to make a reality, to make into something because every idiot in 
Indiana said | couldn't, starting with my fucking parents. It was something for awhile but now it was gone. | 
watched the curtains, long white curtains like something from the fucking "Great Gatsby" billow in and out with 


the breeze. 


"Axl!" 


It was Beta calling me. Sometimes she was the only one | wanted to see, or the only one | could stand to see. | 
used to have friends, people in my life, Erin and then Stephanie, and now there was no one. No one except 
employees or people who wanted something from me, people to who | wasn't even a real person but a thing, a 
rock star, "Axl Rose". In a way that thing, that rock star thing, wasn't the real me. The real me was the kid 
cowering under the fucking bed in the hopes of not getting beat by my stepfather. It never worked. | always 
got beat. The real me was the hungry, desperate, naive kid who just showed up at the bus station in LA. with 


no money and no fucking clue. | didn't know who this rich, successful, all over MTV freak was. 


Sure, some of the videos were still playing and the albums and singles were still selling, and all the 
merchandise, and my wallet and bank account knew it even if | forgot, but it was gonna fade away. There was 
no band. There was just me. The rest of them were alcoholics and junkies and cokeheads or all three, and | 


guess I'd driven the girls away, Erin and Stephanie. There was just me sitting here in my mansion doing nothing. 


"Axl?" Beta had come up the stairs to my room, and she cracked the door open. | was in the bed, just in my 
boxer shorts, and it was getting late, | could tell by the way the sun looked in the sky. But | didn't care. I'd 
stay in my boxer shorts in this bed all fucking day. Why not? 


"| don't want to go," | said, turning away from her, hugging the pillow. The pillowcase was this amazing bazillion 
thread count Egyptian cotton and it was washed every single day by maids and housekeepers and all of that. | 
had a whole staff at this mansion. That's what a number one single and a number one fucking debut album 


would get you. But | felt like it wasn't me. Some other guy did all that. | just got to live in his fucking mansion 


"You should come, it isn't good to stay in the bed all day, Axl." | liked her accent. It was so different from the 
flat mid-western accent | grew up with and probably had. It was exotic and twisted her words and made 
everything she said kind of cool. 


"| don't care," | said, still not looking at her. But she would push it, | knew it, and I'd listen. Besides, why not? 
And she might even be right. 


"Axl, get up, get dressed, and I'll see you in the kitchen in a few minutes," Her voice was full of authority, the 
voice of a mother. My mother. 


She left, latching the door closed, and | heard her on the marble stairs, the clack of her shoes against the 
hard tiles. | sighed, and stretched, and stood up. Then | went over to the dresser to get some clothes. 


There was a time when | got mobbed wherever | went, screaming fangirls and groupies trying to touch me, 
trying to talk to me, tears in their eyes as they said my name, "Axl, Axl," The desperation. This kind of thing 
can give a person a big head, make you think you're special, and it's not true. Not in the way you think when 


people pull on your clothes and cry out your name. No one is that fucking special. 


"What do you want for dinner? Tacos? Pizza?" We were in the grocery store, and there were no groupies or 
fangirls in here. | thought that shit might be over. | had a straw hat on low over my eyes, and | wore dark 
sunglasses, basketball shorts, the shiny ones that hung past your knees. | didn't look like any rock star. 


"| don't know. Whatever," | said, walking next to her as she pushed the cart. | could feel the cool air all around 
us, it sort of emanated from the freezers. | used to work in a grocery store back in Indiana, but it wasn't like 
this fancy LA. one with all the organic shit and homemade guacamoles and imported Amazon rain forest 
berries. It was just regular, aisles of canned shit and there was the deli in the back and the produce section 
that had a few wilted heads of lettuce and bins full of apples. It had this dusty linoleum floor, old tiles of faded 
blue and off white, and there was dust and grime in the corners despite the fact that one of us pushed that 
huge broom across the floor every night. | was always late to that job, running there with my hair dripping 
wet from the shower and my shoes untied. 


| let Beta put what she wanted into the cart, she was going to cook it all anyway. | knew she thought being out 
in the world like this was good for me, better than sitting in my bedroom all day long, but it didn't feel good. | 
felt leery of the other people, not wanting them to recognize me, or maybe | did. Either way it wasn't good. | 
couldn't help thinking about the band and how it imploded, and the things Duff and Slash said, how | sucked at 
writing and | should just shut up and sing. It didn't help to think that they were out of their minds on drugs, on 
alcohol, on shit, because there was that saying, in vino veritas, and it meant that when people drank, or did 
shit, and their inhibitions were down, they spoke the truth. Maybe it was shit. Maybe there was only magic 
with "Appetite" because it was the time, it was us and it was the world and conditions were just right for it to 
hit at that time, and anything else | would write or do the world could care less, because the time had passed. 


So what was the point? What was the point anymore? | could just sit in my fucking mansion all alone and live 
off the royalties of the glories of times past despite the fact that Duff and Slash were right, | sucked at 
writing, and | sucked at relationships because look at them, | was supposed to have a wife and kids and be a 
dad, be a better dad than the two fuckheads who tried, and mostly succeeded, in fucking me up. | was 
supposed to have kids that | wouldn't fuck up, that I'd do the things | wished my fucking useless fathers had 
done for me, but there was no wife and no kids because | was too fucked up for that. There weren't any more 
hit songs because | couldn't write and who wanted to hear my whiny songs about losing Stephanie and losing 
Erin? Maybe Izzy was the better writer, paring it all down and making it art, where all | could make was an 


incomprehensible rambling poem that no one could make sense of and that nobody cared about. 


| blinked, getting caught up in my self defeating thoughts, and | saw that Beta had filled the cart, and | saw all 
the maids of the rich Beverly Hills power couples shopping for their masters, and | could feel the cool air 
against my cheeks as | walked slightly behind Beta as she pushed the cart down the aisles, just like a child 


would walk a step or two behind his mother. 


